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Late into the evening, Jeff arrived at the quiet little bungalow Dave had rented for the weekend. They would 
have a few days to rest before heading for the Midwest for the next leg of the tour. 


He was nervous. Standing at the door, even after having rung the doorbell, he was tempted to turn tail and 
run to his car. For the entire two minutes it took for someone to answer the door, he put himself through a 


gauntlet of arguments, trying to convince himself everything was fine. 


From the day he was brought into the band, officially, there had been trouble. Jeff had nursed what had been 
an innocent and easily dismissed crush on his friend David, but seeing him so obviously paired with someone as 


pugnacious as Dave awakened something inside him. 


Yes, he was jealous. And as time went on and David became a much closer friend to him, he learned more and 


more about what Dave did to him. Jeff became a sort of dumping ground for complaints and worries from 


David. It was hard to hear about some of the things that went on between his secret crush and this other 
man he barely knew, but it was even harder to see his friend return to the man he complained about every 
right. There would be bruises on David's arms and throat even as he kissed his redheaded lover with a passion 


Jeff could only dream about. 


The Daves kept their romance a secret except around Jeff, because they didn't see him as any sort of threat. 
He never let the anguish show, no matter how heatedly they kissed or fought right in front of him. 


When things got really bad between them, David would seek his kind hearted, quiet friend to console him. One 
day Junior decided that words and hand holding wasn't enough. With tears in his eyes, one of them black, David 
kissed him, and Jeff poured into David's mouth months of restrained desire, while inside he felt his heart 
breaking. He was getting his greatest, most painful wish, but at such a cost. 


This went on for a while, and both fought hard to keep it a secret from Dave. Neither had to remind the 
other of the danger. 


But it didn't take long for the other man in their lives to take an interest in the new band mate, too. 


There had definitely been an attraction between Jeff and Dave when they first met. Already they had a 
passion in music in common, both could share something artistically intimate. Getting praise and admiration 
from the obvious Alpha of the group made Jeff glow, and inspired him to work even harder. As he'd find out 
more later, a kind word from Dave is a drug. Some people go out of their way just for a fix, but Jeff didn't 
expect he'd be one of them. 


But of course it was so much more than that. David had been right to hesitate about bringing Jeff in David 
would no longer be the only pretty one in the band. The young man stood out like a beacon when he was 
brought into the studio, guitar strapped up high, almost to his chest. Poor fool, totally focused on his music, 


as if he couldn't tell he was being checked out in more ways than one. 


Now that Jeff thought about it, he was embarrassed, and given the chance to do it over, he'd turn the offer 


down. 


And then what? Maintain his quiet, safe little life? Trying to teach kids the beauty of the guitar, when all they 
want to learn is how to shred like all the cool guys on MTV? Maybe picking up a class here and there, so he 
could perform better at the night clubs nobody went to? Well then he'd never have to shoulder the burden of 
Dave and David's secret, never have to feel powerless to fix what he thought was wrong. And then he'd never 
get the chance to get closer to David, either. For the price of hearing his horror stories, he got in return 


Junior's tenderness and his soft touches, his honest kisses. 


And then he would not have been dragged into Dave's world, either. Talk about the total opposite of what he 
was used to. Where David gave him warm, friendly smiles and maybe the occasional flirty wink when it was 
safe, Dave would look at him as if he already owned him. By the time Dave finally acted on his lust for his 
green new guitarist, Jeff had already felt like his property. The quick, rough sex in the closet or the bathroom 


was more like consummating Dave's power over him. 


If Dave had such power, it was because Jeff gave it to him. He could have left any time, but he didn’t. He 
could have bailed and kept in touch with David, maybe even persuade him to leave too. Maybe somewhere nice 


and quiet they could have started a life together. 


But they both knew they'd never free themselves from Dave. They didn't want to. Not Junior, who lived every 
day right in the vortex of the storm, and not Jeff, who spent his days watching that storm's destruction. 
Whether it was because both of them craved the chaos Dave represented, or because they'd gotten the 
chance to see the love that he could give to the few that deserved it, neither Jeff nor David could leave. 


For several months Jeff had been buoyed between them both. Both Dave and David were having an affair 
behind the other's back, but they both shared the same man. The quiet and artistic newcomer gave Junior a 
chance to be with someone "normal" for a change, and he was there to make Dave feel better when his Junior 


damaged his pride. 


Their reasons for using Jeff might have been a little different, but in the end, they were still just using him. 
Neither Dave nor David would want to get much closer to him, because he wasn't either of their primary 


lover. All three knew that what they were doing was wrong and couldn't last. 


Just three weeks before this night that sees Jeff waiting at the door, they all three had come to an 
arrangement. Dave revealed to them that he'd suspected something between his precious pet David, and his 
new toy Jeff, but he was alright with it, mostly because Jeff had never been a threat to his authority. Jeff 
was even more submissive than David, he was more like a girl in Dave's eyes. No threat to his position or his 
masculinity. If he'd known about Jeff and David's half-serious plans of running away together, he might have 
had a different reaction. 


David felt a twinge of bitterness when Dave suggested to them both that they should form a triad, because it 
made Dave seem greedy. There was the expected jealous feelings, the fear that Jeff would end up replacing 
him in Dave's heart. Each one had anxieties about this, even Dave, who seemed to be the one benefiting the 
most out of this arrangement. He knew how David and Jeff felt about each other. He didn't like knowing that 
there was someone else who could give Junior something he couldn't, but this was better than having them 
continue their relationship in secret. At least with everything out in the open, Dave would have a better 


chance of controlling things. 
Since then it had been a bumpy ride to say the least, with Jeff often getting the brunt of everything. Now 
that no one was hiding anything, jealousy wasn't really an issue anymore, but he couldn't help feel that this 


was less of a three way relationship, and more like a couple and their pet. 


Still, he had every opportunity to leave, and he chose not to. He wanted this, even with the problems. And as 
nervous as he was to be spending the night with these two, he decided he didn't want to be anywhere else. 


He was glad that it was David who answered the door. Junior's bright, boyish smile instantly made him feel 


better, safer, and the touch on his arm made him feel welcomed. He got a kiss from David, and then one from 
Dave, who came around the corner with a beer in his hand. They were both dressed in their usual garb, and 


smelled like liquor, though not nearly as much as usual. 


Jeff wondered for a moment if they restrained themselves for him. 0 why not? he thought with a little smile 
as he followed them into the living room and took his usual seat on the floor, leaning up against the couch 
where David perched on Dave's lap. Dave patted the seat beside him and he climbed up to sit next to him, 
feeling pretty special with both of them regarding him warmly. He nestled against Dave's chest when the 


redhead wrapped his free arm around his shoulders, and met David's sparkling eyes. 


They were all nice and cuddly for the moment, but for the past few days they had been planning a rather wild 
time just for tonight. It was a bit ironic, but since they got together as a three-man unit, they hadn't had a 
chance to do much more than talk about what they wanted to do. With a very busy month ahead, this would 
be their night to make it count. 


If you're too scared, we don't have to do anything tonight," Dave told Jeff. "We can sit and drink and watch 


bad movies all night if you want" 


With an encouraging smile from David, Jeff blushed a bit and assured Dave that he did want to do this. Very 
much so. They had planned on role playing tonight. Dave and David had discussed with each other the scenarios 
and safety precautions, but Jeff preferred to know as little as possible to keep things..authentic. 


"Hey," Junior asked Dave. "Should we let him have a safe word?" Dave made a face, like he was thinking, while 
Jeff watched them make this important decision for him. "Hmmm, never mind. It's just like what you always 
say. If you need to use a safe word, that means you don't trust your partner enough," he added, a bit like a 
teacher's pet. 


But Dave was always a sucker for that. "Exactly," Dave said with a satisfied smile and tousled Junior's hair. He 
looked to Jeff and said warmly to him, "Me and Junior never do anything like that. Why should it be any 


different with you? Think you're special or something?" He was joking with him, nudging a shy smile from him. 


"l-I don't need one," he said. He never thought about that before, really. He added, meaning it, "I trust you 
guys." Especially since David would be there. The sane one. 


"Good boy," Dave cooed, hugging him close to himself. "Of course you can trust me, babe. I'll stop if things get 
out of hand, ok? | always know when to stop." 


Jeff looked to David, as if for confirmation of this, but he just gave him a wry grin in answer and said, "Well 
that also means you can make as much of a fuss as you want and not worry about scaring us into stopping. 


You can even fight back, you can kick and scream and struggle all you want." 


"And just remember, sweetheart,” Dave added. "You're gonna get hurt tonight. But not injured You understand 
the difference?" 


Jeff nodded, his eyes big and focused on Dave. 
"Last chance to back out, Jeff" Both looked at Jeff as if they didn't expect him to say no. 


"| want this, Dave," he said in a quiet, but firm voice. He could already feel his heart pounding, wondering just 
what he was getting himself into. 


Ahh, he had a pretty good idea. He'd spent enough nights alone with Dave to get a taste of how his mind 


worked. 


"Good. We're gonna do a couple of separate scenes then First, just you and Junior.” David got up with a bounce 
in his step, holding his hand for Jeff, who took it. Dave licked his teeth and regarded both with narrowed eyes. 
"You guys are married. Jeffs the wife." David laughed. “Junior's gonna be the cranky, overworked husband who 
comes home to a nice clean house, but no dinner ready. So go on, Jeff, clean the house!" He laughed and tossed 
him a roll of paper towels that was on the coffee table. 


He was a bit confused at first, but soon enough Jeff found himself getting into the role. While Junior left the 
room, Jeff started rubbing down the table with a paper towel. Dave noticed that the raven-haired youth first 
thought to place himself on his knees for his pretend housewife duties. 


When David entered the living room, he had a completely different attitude about him. His eyes scouted the 
room, hard and focused, his lips set in a firm, rigid line on his face. Jeff got to his feet, still holding the roll, 
and opened his mouth to speak, but David snapped, "So I'm just supposed to starve to death? Why the fuck 


isn't dinner ready?" 

While Junior was acting totally serious, Jeff cracked into a grin. He was slapped for it. 

"You think that's funny?" David shouted, and Jeff stared back with wide eyes. "I've been working my ass off all 
day, and | can't even get something to eat? What the fuck you been doing all day, huh?" He lurched closer to 
Jeff, who backed up, and flicked his eyes to Dave, who looked very comfortable in his seat, enjoying the show. 


A bit nervously, Jeff answered, "J-just cleaning up, honey. | must have lost track of time, |.” 


With a vicious snarl, Junior shot his hand out for a clump of Jeff's dark hair and pulled. "Lost track of time? | 
come home the same time every fucking day, how do you lose track of that? Are you stupid, or just lazy?" 


Jeff struggled out of Junior's grip and stepped backwards to avoid getting caught again. If he had a hard time 
getting into character earlier, he was giving an Oscar winning performance now. "Why don't you make your own 


damn dinner?" he snapped back nervously. "I've been working since you left!" 


David sucked in his breath and stared at Jeff for a moment, eyes narrowing. "You ungrateful bitch," he hissed 


and headed towards Jeff. Before Jeff could get away, he was grabbed by the throat. "Living in my house, rent 


free. Everything you own is because of me!" David tightened his fingers, snarling at the wet choking sounds and 
the glistening eyes staring back at him. Feeling his heartbeat rage through his skull, Jeff tried to pry those 
fingers off his throat, but couldn't. At first he held back, not wanting to hurt Junior, but as the seconds 
passed and he still wasn't allowed to breathe, he fought for real. David held him out away from his body so he 
couldn't get kicked or scratched in the face. 


"| give everything to you, you whore. You get it all, you get to sit here on your ass all day and never give 
anything back. | work myself to the bone for you, and you can't even fix me a lousy hot plate?" 


Dave shifted in his seat. He wasn't worried about Jeff choking to death, he knew from his own experience that 
he had at least thirty seconds before he would pass out. What made him uncomfortable was that he could 
hear honest frustration in David's voice. He had suspected that part of this was a way for David to act out 


certain pent up aggression, but it was still unnerving to see it happening. 


Finally David let go, but he caught Jeff by the hair before he could fall, and forced him to his feet. By now 
Jeff had tears in his eyes, and was sputtering for breath. "l'm sorry, honey," he hissed. "I-I'll g-go make it 
right now.." 


"Too late for that, cunt," David snarled and shook Jeffs head by the hair. "I'm sick of your shit. Sick of you 
thinking you're something special. Get your pants off, whore." 


He knew they both expected him to just obey, but Jeff didn't want to. He had a much more fun, although 
dangerous, idea. He stared up at David and said in a voice he never even knew he had, "Go fuck yourself, 


honey." 


For the briefest moment Jeff could see David's eyes dance with delight, and he almost grinned. Dave allowed 
himself an indulgent smile, although he hid it behind his hand. This was going better than he hoped. 


"What?!" David raged, and let go of Jeff's hair to backhand him. While Jeff stumbled backwards, whimpering at 
the stunning pain, Junior followed and hit him again, on the other side of the face this time. "What the fuck did 
you say to me?" He backed Jeff into the wall. 


"You heard me!" Jeff yelled back, though in a much less brave voice this time. He had tears streaking his 
reddened face, and kept looking around Junior, as if waiting to run from him. "W-why would | want to do 


anything for you i-if you're just.just gonna be a dick to me?" 


This time Junior did grin, but that was accompanied by a vicious jab of his finger into Jeff's chest. "Because, 
you're my wife!" He poked him with each word, and Jeff blinked at every poke. Leaning his face closer, he 
hissed, "You're my property, bitch. You're a slave. You have no business doing anything that isn't for me!" 


Dave smoothed back his hair in a compulsive gesture and felt his skin crawl a bit. A part of him wanted to 
stop this right now, but he didn't. Junior needed this as much as Jeff did. 


"Y-you can't own a person," Jeff whispered, even though he'd seen enough between Dave and David to convince 


him that you definitely could. "I'm not your slave!" 


"Then get away from me," David sneered and pinned Jeff's wrists to the wall by his head as he said that. He 
laughed when Jeff tried to push him off, watching the helplessness in his eyes. A few times Jeff almost did 
get free, they were both panting with effort, but Junior was simply stronger. "Just as | thought," David 
smirked, while Jeff cast his eyes down. Junior's closeness made things even more intense, but now he was 
afraid to resist any further. "Worthless. You're fucking worthless. You'd be nothing if it weren't for me." Junior 
snarled at him in disgust and spit in his face. 


Dave's eyes were even wider than they were before, utterly shocked. But he reminded himself to breathe, just 
relax and enjoy this. A quick check below showed that both Jeff and David were clearly aroused, so things 
were alright. Intense, but alright. 


For a while Jeff tried to argue back, but as Junior's insults kept coming, he grew quiet and took it. No matter 
what Jeff said, David wouldn't stop calling him worthless, useless, stupid, etc. He'd press his wrists hard 
against the wall at the slightest movement, and let go only to pull his hair or slap his face. 

So the second time David told him to undress, Jeff did without arguing back. David tugged Jeff's shirt off and 
kicked the clothes to the side. Baring his teeth in a vicious snarl, he slapped Jeff's erection and demanded of 
him, "What are you so hard for, huh?" 

Jeff stammered something incoherent, but he was slapped and told to answer clearly. "l-l d-don't know!" 


"You like it when | treat you like this, don't you, filthy little whore!" Junior hissed. "Answer me!" 


"Nol" he blurted, and when he tried to block another strike, Junior just beat his arms down and screamed at 


him some more. 

"Tell me the truth, whore!" 

"Yes, yes! |-| dol" Jeff howled back. His eyes were nearly swollen shut he was crying so hard. 

Junior scoffed, "Thats what | thought. Pathetic little bitch. You don't deserve any better, do you?" 

"No," Jeff whispered, and he shivered softly, held up by the hair. He was afraid to look Junior in the face. 
David gave him a moment, not for rest, but for the emotions to sink in To give him time to savor this feeling 
that he himself was so intimately familiar with. Helplessness, surrender. When he felt it was time, David 


shoved Jeff to his knees and undid his zipper. 


"Go on," he barked. "Take it out." He held back a gasp of pleasure when he felt Jeffs tongue, and the insides of 
his mouth. "That's all you're good for," he growled, but inwardly he was dying with pleasure. He had to put a 


hand on the wall behind Jeff to support himself. 


When Jeffs teeth grazed against his skin the slightest bit, Junior pulled out and slapped him hard. "No teeth!" 
he yelled, and Jeff whimpered a breathless apology. "Do it right this time!" He put himself back in and started 
pumping himself into Jeffs mouth. David was making this very hard for him to avoid biting him, with his 
rough and chaotic movements. Jeff held his mouth open wide, desperately trying to do it right this time, and 
quite soon his mouth was filled with a thick, harsh taste that made him retch. 


"Bitch!" David screamed, yanked Jeff off, and he pointed to the mess on his pants. He smacked Jeff on the top 
of the head and ordered him to lick everything off, and then yelled at him to hurry. 


Before he was finished, though, Junior yanked him back to his feet and held him against the wall. He stared at 
him for a while, his eyes narrow and dark, his lips pursed and tight. With come on his lips and chin and tears 
soaking his cheeks, Jeff truly felt all those names David had called him. He felt low, disgusting, used. 

He'd never been so turned on in his life. 

"Now," David said in a dark, quiet voice. "We're not going to have a repeat performance of this, are we?" 
"N-ro, S-Sir," Jeff sniveled. 

"You gonna tell anyone what | did to you?" 

"No $-Sir." 

David sneered and pulled harder on Jeff's hair. "And why's that?" 

Jeff didn't hesitate, "Because | love you." 

David managed to suppress a gasp at the last minute, and the two shared a smoldering look. That was always 
Junior's answer to his own problems with Dave. It was painful to hear this from someone else, but also 
liberating, because there was somebody who understood. 

David sniffed and gave Jeff an arrogant look as he shoved him away. "Now clean up this mess!" he ordered, 
but then let out a pent up laugh and took Jeff in his arms. Everyone visibly relaxed and started laughing as 


the tension faded. 


David got some paper towels and cleaned Jeff's face and then hugged him. When he pulled back, his eyes were 


thick with tears. Stroking Jeff's face, he asked in his normal, warm voice, "You ok?" 


Jeff nodded and held Junior's hand, his eyes closed and brimming. "Y-ya, l'm fine." He laughed nervously and let 
David lead him back to the couch, where Dave took him into his lap. 


Junior couldn't help but laugh at how Dave was using this as an opportunity to be extra paternal and sweet 


with Jeff, saving him from the big bad David. 


David lightly touched Jeff on the leg and asked earnestly, "Sure | didn't go too far, Jeff? Be honest, sweetie, 


you can tell me.." 


"No, no," Jeff protested, and he gave David a look of honest warmth. The emotions that had been wrenched 
from him during that scene lingered, but it was easy for things to go back to normal. He went back to seeing 


Junior as the familiar, sweet friend he's always been, but with an added touch of awe. 


Anyone could act dominant or cruel or abusive, but David brought such a raw authenticity to it, and that's 
what amazed Jeff the most. As if there was that side of him, lying dormant all this time, and no one had ever 
seen it until now. 


Now that it was over, Jeff was the one comforting David. "Really, you..you were.." He didn't even know what to 


say, he felt overwhelmed. 
"That was hot," Dave said, and Junior blushed. 


"I thought you'd like that," Junior told him, gazing at him for a moment. Jeff just watched them converse with 
each other with only their eyes. A lot had been said during that performance. There had been messages in 
what they did and said, as if they were all three talking to each other, accusing each other, but at the end of 
it all, forgiving each other. 


Dave kissed Jeff on the lips and stroked his hair for a moment. "Ready for round two?" 
"Dave," Junior chided, but Jeff smiled at him. 


‘Im ready," he whispered to Dave. His body was on fire with excitement and fear, but the last thing he wanted 


to do was rest. He just got off one roller coaster, time for the next. 


"God, you're fun," Dave said, and he got to his feet and threw Jeff his jeans. "Alright boys and girls! Junior, sit 
back and relax, its my turn" Jeff threw his pants back on and Dave turned to him. "You get to be just some 
random guy in your house, just hanging out. And Im a bugler. I'll warn you now, you better get away from me 


when | try to catch you." 

Jeffis heart fluttered. "O-ok." 

Dave led him to sit on the coffee table and shoved a magazine in his hands and then left the room. For several 
minutes Jeff waited, blindly staring right through the glossy cover, chewing his bottom lip in unbearable 


suspense. His hands shook as he turned the pages, while Junior waited with just as much anxiety. 


He had been waiting so long that when the strike finally came, it was a shock. He was grabbed by the neck 


from behind, and yanked off the table, thrown to the ground. Dave paused just long enough to give Jeff a 
chance to scramble away from him, but he didn't get far. With his hair firm in Dave's hands, Jeff yelled out 
and tried shaking free. The pain of his hair tugging at his scalp made him hold back at first, but one look at 
Dave's face inspired him to do whatever it took to get free. 


The two fought bitterly with each other, although it became clear to Jeff that Dave was holding back just to 
make him think he had a chance. Ashamed, Jeff grit his teeth and grabbed and yanked Dave's hair as hard as 
he could Dave let go for a second, shocked, but only for a second. He tackled Jeff from behind before he could 


get more than a few steps away and pinned him to the floor. 


While Jeff struggled and clawed at him, Dave laughed and kneed him in the crotch, giving him the chance to 
force Jeff onto his stomach and pull his arms behind his back. Dave's knees pushed in and held Jeff's thighs 
together and he held Jeffs wrists together with one hand, while the other fished out a length of wire from 
his pocket. Jeff struggled as his wrists were bound, and he yelled, "Wh-what do you doing, what do you want?" 


Dave yanked Jeff's head back by the hair, forcing his back to bend and his ribs to press into his lungs, and he 
hissed, "| want you, hot stuff. I've been watching you for a while now. Had to wait for your parents to finally 


leave you home alone." 


"N-nol" Jeff howled, though he had to really force out the sound in that position. It was hard enough just to 
breathe. "Th-they could c-c-come back any." 


"Don't lie to me, asshole," Dave growled, and he shoved Jeffs head back down. Jeff gasped loudly and moaned 


while Dave sat heavily on him, grinding himself against him. 


"Please let me go! D-don't hurt me, please!" Jeff yelled, and he felt himself getting hysterical. Role play or not, 
this still filled Jeff with a dark terror. Every time Dave moved on top of him, his cock was rubbed into the 


carpet, sending shooting sensations through his guts. 


"Fuck you, you spoiled brat! Fucking rich kid, get everything you want," Dave snarled, and he reached his hand 
to the front of Jeff's jeans to rip the button off. Leaning down to Jeff's ear, he spat, "Gonna teach you a 
lesson you won't soon forget!" As he yanked Jeff's pants down, he sank his teeth into his throat. 


Jeff's scream was muted and breathless, as his vision blurred and he felt close to passing out. Dave was biting 
down on his jugular, cutting off the circulation to his brain, but he let go before too long and turned Jeff back 
on his back. 


"Lemme go!" Jeff yelled when he found the breath, and Dave shoved his hand on his mouth and warned him to 
keep quiet. He looked so vicious and hateful, staring down at him with his hand almost pressing his head 


through the floor, Jeff fell quiet and still, and he barely breathed when he was let go. 


Dave let his hand slide down Jeff's body, indulging in the soft, warm feel of it, while he held the man's head 
still with the other hand. Jeff begged softly to be let go, and while in actuality he didn't mean it, it felt good to 


pretend. It was intoxicating to beg mercy from a man who would only sneer in response. 


"Don't move," Dave hissed as he got up. He was only gone a moment to get some things he'd stashed in a 
dresser nearby, but it was an eternity to Jeff, who deliberately avoided meeting Junior's gaze. Dave came back 
with objects he dropped to the floor before Jeff could see them, and then yanked him up and on top of the 
coffee table, onto his back. He took from the floor a ball gag, and Jeff started hyperventilating at the sight of 
this. Junior bit his lip and shivered, a tiny squeal of delight in his throat. 


"Open," Dave snarled, but Jeff clamped his mouth shut and shook his head, his eyes fearful and huge. So Dave 
rolled his eyes and forced his fingers in Jeff's mouth. Because Jeff feared biting him, he didn't fight back as 

his mouth was pried open, only to be filled with the rubber ball. He started panicking as soon as it was clasped, 
fighting for breath. His nose was still clogged from snot from crying earlier. He thrashed his head and tried to 
make as much noise as possible while Dave took a thin bamboo stick from the floor. Jeff was so distracted he 
didn't even see it coming. There was a small, thin, red line on his chest now, and a few tiny red droplets popped 


to the surface. Junior stroked his chest in sympathy as Dave lashed Jeff with the razor-thin stick. 


Jeff screamed through the rubber ball, his breath whiny and strained, barely a sound coming out. It felt like 
getting cut with a razor blade, and every lash made his heart scream, made his body react as if he were 
under attack. He started curling up, but Dave held his throat, keeping him somewhat straight on the table. 
Dave watched with a dark facination as Jeff trembled under him, whimpering and panting between each strike. 


The breath Jeff managed to pull past the rubber sounded loud and quick. 


Soon enough Jeff had welts and marks all up and down his front, even on his legs. When Dave slid the tip of 
the stick up his neck and under his chin, Jeff raised his head, as if the stick were lifting it. Jeff gazed up in 


exhaustion. 


"Ohhh, I'm not done with you yet, kid,” Dave sneered, reaching down to his cock He pumped it roughly, quickly, 
and Jeff moaned loudly through the ball, shuddering. Dave held his hand over his throat and leaned closer to 


snap, "Don't you dare come. Got it?" 


Jeff whimpered but didn't look at him or make any sort of answer, so Dave squeezed and pulled a muffled 
scream from his captive. His fingers were painfully prodding and stabbing, leaving Jeff overwhelmed with pain 
and pleasure all rolled into one intense feeling. He felt like he was going to lose it, he didn't know if he could take 


much more of this. 

But he was gagged, so he wouldn't be able to tell him to stop. Both Daves ignored his cries and struggling, no 
matter how genuine or desperate they'd be. A quick look to Junior showed his friend grinning behind his hand, 
an obvious bulge in his pants. He was completely helpless against them, and realized they would have their way 
with him, no matter what it did to him. 


This was exactly what he wanted. 


Dave kept jacking him, harder this time, as if forcing it out, and kept warning him not to come. But of course 


Jeff was very close, and every cruel, vicious word from Dave sent shock waves through his body, just daring 
him to defy his attacker. He was willing himself to hold it, fighting against his own body, so that when he finally 
did climax, it was an agony, his body convulsing, his throat closing up, and he felt emptied but not satisfied 


While Dave stood up over him, Jeff stared up at him in dread. Dave snapped his fingers and pointed at the 
floor, glaring down at Jeff as he struggled up off the table and onto the floor. His body was sluggish and 
aching, earning him a few smacks on the head for being too slow. Jeff knelt with his shoulders hunched and 
heaving as he panted through the foul tasting rubber, and the longer he waited, the more he fell apart. By the 
time Dave pulled him to his feet, he was sobbing through the ball. He flinched when Dave raised his hand, but 
he only removed the gag and patted his head. 


Its over?" Jeff whispered, peeking out at Dave through half closed eyes. 


Dave gave him a soft kiss on the brow and said, "Not quite. One more." He kissed him again and untied his 
wrists, but didn't let him go. Gesturing for Junior to follow, Dave half-led, half-dragged Jeff to the bedroom 
and while still holding onto him, dug around in a dresser drawer. Jeff caught a glimpse of Junior's grin as he 
felt Dave hold his face still. He got to see what it was just as it was being forced on his face: a muzzle. 


Dave grinned and sat on the bed, with Jeff on his knees in front of him and between his legs. While the 
redhead held his face in his hands, David pulled Jeff's hips up and out from behind him. While Dave cooed to 
him, "How much is that doggie in the window," Junior forced a plug inside him. It was lubed, but bigger than 
Jeff was used to. It drove out a blood curdling scream from him, which Dave got full in the face. Dave held 
Jeff's head up by the hair while he kissed David, who leaned over Jeff's shivering body. Their wet, soft sounds 
smacked right above his head while he moaned at the sudden and vicious pain in his ass. He felt his legs about 
to give out, but Dave was holding him tight. 


"O he cost me a pretty penny, alright," David grinned, petting Jeffs hair with a hungry grunt. 


At Dave's command, Junior brought over some more supplies. A collar that fit snugly and a leash that he 


used to lead Jeff out of the room. When he tried to stand, Dave shoved his head back down. 


"Uh uh. Puppies don't walk on their hind legs," he chided, then turned to David. "You mean it cost me a pretty 


penny. That was my money you used on him. 
David playfully poked Dave's nose and laughed, "Well | was the one who picked him out" 


Dave looked back at Jeff, who was struggling to keep up by crawling, and smiled. "Ill give you that. You found 


us a real cutie." 


Jeff whined softly, but felt a strange delight in his heart. His knees were hurting, scraped against the rough 
carpet, his entire body aching, even his jaw sore from the gag from earlier. He was humiliated and scared. But 


if he had a comfort zone, that was now up to Dave and David to decide for him, and break him out of. 


They brought him back to the living room, and Junior brought a bowl filled with water from the kitchen and 
put it on the floor. "You better be a good boy and not bite anyone, ok, puppy?" Dave warned in mock 


seriousness. 
"| won't-" 
Dave struck him through the muzzle and chastised, pointing a finger at him, "Puppies can't talk!" 


At Dave's smirk, Jeff faltered, then made a rough grunt in answer that satisfied him. He removed the muzzle 
and pushed his head towards the bowl. With a helpless whimper, feeling both sets of eyes watching him, Jeff 
flicked his tongue, lapping right from the bowl. He heard Junior laughing, and felt his face go beet red. 


"Hold him," Dave said, handing David the leash, and he went into the kitchen. 


"What a cute widdle puppy!” Junior cooed, petting him, scratching behind his ears, while Jeff avoided his eyes 
and felt his chest heaving. "0, but you don't want to be petted there, do you?" he asked with a smirk and a 
gleam to his eye. He reached between Jeff's legs and gave him a few savage pumps before Dave returned with 
a bag of chips. 


Crunching some potato chips in his teeth, Dave grinned, "What, you giving him a treat? Let go of him, Junior. 
David smiled coyly and stood up to Dave's side. "He's gonna have to earn it," Dave smirked, and leaned down to 
face Jeff, his hands on his knees. He spoke in an overly custie voice when he taunted, "Isn't that right puppy? 
Isn't that right?" He held a chip in front of Jeff's face, grunting a bit to encourage him. Jeff really wasn't sure 
what he was expected to do, so he thought he'd just bite it out of Dave's hand perhaps. And then Dave yanked 
it away and laughed and offered it again. "Come on, puppy!" he cheered. "You can get it! Get it!" David was 
cracking up on the couch behind him while Jeff really fought for it. 


Snatching it from his mouth yet again, Dave tossed his potato chip across the room and demanded, "Well, what 


are you waiting for?" 
"Y-you want." Jeff began quietly. 


Dave slapped him harder than before and hissed into his stinging face, "Puppies don't talk." Both men stared at 


each other, one intense and cold, the other stunned. Junior was loving every second. "But they do fetch." 


Jeff turned around and remembered he was expected to crawl just as he began to get up. He felt like an idiot 
scrambling along the carpet like that, but he forgot about that and retrieved the prize and brought it back in 
his mouth. He even dropped it at Dave's feet and looked up for further instruction. 


Dave's stony expression melted into an easy smile without any effort as he mussed up Jeff's hair. "Good boy!" 
Then he picked the chip up and held it to Jeffs mouth. He really wasn't ok with eating something off the floor, 
but he opened his mouth and ate it just as expected with no fuss. 


Putting the bag on the table, Dave found himself tired of that game. With an edge of false boredom, he 
beckoned Jeff closer by the bend of his finger and reached down to yank the plug out. Jeff hissed and dug into 


Dave's arms, but it was a relief. 


“Alright, changed my mind," Dave announced, and twirled his finger over Jeffs head. "Abracadabra you're 
human again. Come here, Junior." While Dave sat on the couch, with Jeff kneeling in front of and facing him, 


David slipped behind Jeff, putting his hands on the couch by Dave's legs. 


"What about this?" David purred, giving the leash a good yank, lowering Jeffs head to chest level. Jeff peeked 
up at him and felt a wave of need pass through him to see his beloved friend so comfortable holding his leash. 
David cast him a quick and cheeky smirk, so he threw his gaze back to the floor with a sharp exhale. 


"Leave that on," Dave said, and he took the leash from Junior and used it to pull Jeff up so their faces were 
nearly level. "Looks good on him," he whispered into Jeff's face, his lip curling and teasing Jeff's open mouth. 
While David kissed up along Jeff's body, Dave let the leash drop at Jeff's side, and he pushed his head aside to 
reach his neck. Dave's tongue and lips explored the skin beneath and around the collar, his teeth nipping, while 
Jeff clung to him, half expecting, half hoping, to get bitten again. 


Dave pushed him down, lowering him to his lap and unzipped his jeans. Quickly Jeff did the rest, taking him out 
and into his mouth, while Junior grabbed his hips and pulled him into position. Even though Jeff knew what was 
going to happen, he still groaned with pained shock to feel the other push in, but he was careful not to bite 


down. 


Jeff felt a very powerful connection to them both, like he was being initiated and brought into their private 
little world that could only really be understood from the inside. If he would have taken the time to think about 
it, he'd realize there would still be problems. The fights that often broke out between Dave and Junior would 
be just as vicious and terrifying to him. Now that he was a part of their unit, he would probably be involved 
in them. Maybe things would get worse, maybe they would get better. He really couldn't be bothered to worry 
about it with both of these men penetrating him on both sides. Both of them, using him, and kissing above his 
head. 


As the final act, that could be taken symbolically if one chose to, Jeff took both loads down his throat, and it 
was David who finally gave him release. He sat in Dave's lap, leaning against his chest, feeling Dave's fingers 


passing through his hair, while Junior stroked him off and pecked kisses along his neck 

As Junior wiped his hand and Jeff's lap of the mess, Dave cuddled him and unclipped the leash from the collar. 
"Think we'll keep this on for a while." Jeff smiled softly as Junior made an approving sound. "Hey, come here. 
Something I've always wanted to try," he said and put either hand on the back of David and Jeffis heads. They 
all three kissed and then broke apart laughing. 

To Jeff, that moment was the highlight of the whole night. 


THE END 


